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JASON G O R D O N
H O L D I N G  MYSELF FOR  RA N S OM
I have no lungs
I b re a th e  by 
o p e n i n g  a n d  
c los ing  my fists
I can t h ro w  a p u m p k i n  full  o f  explos ives  
in to  the  k i t ch en .
I can c rush  a cu b e  o f  f rozen  p a i n t  t h i n n e r  in m y  h a n d ,  
lay d o w n  on  a d o m i n o  th e  size o f  a m a t t r e s s .
I can rip a p a r t  th e  g a rd en  shea rs  
like a w i s h b o n e —
angels b o u n c i n g  b e t w e e n  s p a r k  p lugs ,  
sm o k e  d o i n g  its ra in  d a n c e  a r o u n d  t h e  ro o m :
no one will  not ice .
T h e  sun is a j u n k i e ’s eyebal l  a n d
rats s t a m p e d e  t h r o u g h  th e  n e i g h b o r h o o d .
I p lay chess aga ins t  mysel f.
Every b lack p aw n  I take  
I have to swal low.
10
I t ’s the same every m orn ing :
the house  folds i tself  up  like a m ap  w hen  I leave it, 
s ta tic in fec t ing  the  radio.
I wake  the avocado  no t  a real avocado  
one from the  garden where  ou r  ghosts  hide.
I ’m bored  wi th  my eyes,
I close t h em  open  them  pull  o f f  my lips kiss my own nose,  
the salad tongs in my hand .
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